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The books have not increased much, in the last -five years.
Sometimes I send three or four to join the others in Richards*
hands: sometimes I part with a few. Richards himself has now
gone to S. Wales, & his brother. Dr. E. M, Richards of 3
Loudoun Road, St. John's Wood (not so far from Dollis Hill:
Oval tube & then walk it, probably) has them in his house. If
you had this letter, & found him in, he would let you take a
bag-full of them away, & exchange at leisure.

Jock, I'm very weary of being stared at and discussed and
praised. What can one do to be forgotten? After I'm dead they'll
rattle my bones about, in their curiosity. Au revoir         T.E.S.

I've put W.C.Chambers, because those obviously aren't your
initials. We always called you Jock for short. What's C.E. in
the address?

384: TO DAVID GARNETT
4.5.29.                                                      R.4.F., Cattewatery Plymouth
Now there are three things to write to you about.   No Love,1
Shakespeare and [name omitted].  In that order, I think.
What took me at once in No Love was the reality of the people:
more especially of the minor people. The Admiral was best of all.
It was a most vivid study of several admirals I have known, The
scene in the bakery, where he comes in and reads a poem, for
which faculty nothing in anything you had said had prepared us,
is altogether admirable. It struck me like a ballet There was
something so deliberate in its orchestration and arrangement,
and the balance of art and life most beautifully kept. You realise,
probably, that you stand wholly outside the realist movement.
Your work is symbolist, through and through. Everything of
yours which comes off does so by virtue of some significance
carried in the acts or words: a significance not stated anywhere,
nor possible to state, nor implicit nor concerned with anything the
people you create may be doing or saying. It just happens,
every tiow and then, that one halts and says to oneself 'This is
1 No Lave, by David Garaett. Compare letter No. 394.